8o                 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY
ribs, skulls, and thighbones round the cavern of hulking
Polypheme.
To the castle-gates of some of these monsters up rides
the dapper champion of the pen; puffs boldly upon the horn
which hangs by the chain; enters the hall resolutely., and
challenges the big tyrant sulking within. We defy him to
combat, the enormous roaring ruffian! We give him a
meeting on the green plain before his castle. Green ? No
wonder it should be green: it is manured with human bones.
After a few graceful wheels and curvets, we take our
ground. We stoop over our saddle. 'Tis but to kiss the
locket of our lady-love's hair. And now the vizor is up:
the lance is in rest (Gillott's iron is the point for me).
A touch of the spur in the gallant sides of Pegasus, and we
gallop at the great brute.
'Cut off his ugly head, Flibbertygibbet, my squire!'
And who are these who pour out of the castle ? the im-
prisoned maidens, the maltreated widows, the poor old
hoary grandfathers, who have been locked up in the dun-
geons these scores and scores of years, writhing under the
tyranny of that ruffian! Ah! ye knights of the pen! May
honour be your shield and truth tip your lances! Be gentle
to all gentle people. Be modest to women. Be tender to
children. And as for the Ogre Humbug, out sword, and
have at him*